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little army of vagrants scattered into the different
houses. Maija and Jussi went into a dark porch
and tried to open the door. But it was fastened
on the inside; there was baking going on in the
house, for they could distinctly hear the swish of
the dough. After they had rattled the door for
some time a woman opened it slightly ajar and
told them where the clinic was. Tramping the
dark lanes of the village they found the building
at last, a big draughty cabin,, a nest of noisy
misery.

They were almost unconscious with fatigue,
and Jussi could not understand a single word of a
quarrel that was going on between some women.
Maija finally found out what it was all about.
One of the women was roasting coffee beside the
fire.   She had been out to get the beans from a
ragman in exchange for a few rags which she had
pulled off the body of an old woman who had
died just at the moment when the other woman,
watching   beside   the   death-bed   with   similar
intentions, had popped out into the yard for a
minute.   The  disappointed  claimant  now  de-
clared that the clothes had been taken off while
the old woman was still alive;  she had seen her
move her jaws even after she had been carried
out into the wood-shed.   Hence the squabble.
It looked, however, as though the disappointed
woman might soon have a chance to compensate
herself for her disappointment;  a badly swollen